TO A FRIEND

IF it be true that poets, as you say,

Envisage in their verse and populate,

By dreams that shall come true, the future state,

I must be careful whom I shall portray

Lest I sit down, forever and for aye.

With the strange characters I celebrate.

0  awful thought: our Fancy is our Fate!
(Let me erase some writings while I may!)
But one thing I am sure of, dear A. E.:

1  will confront the malcreated crew,
Victims or merely subjects of my song,

If I can reach the bourne where you shall be
Creating kindness as you always do,
And I may bring my fancy friends along.
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